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Shout for the thought still truer.
Shout for the spirits at large
Who passed for the dead this spring,

Whose living glory is sure.
Shout for France and Savoy!
Shout for the council and charge!

Shout for the head of Cavour;
And shout for the heart of a King
That 's great with a nation's joy!

Shout for France and Savoy !

XI.

Take up the child, Macmahon, though

Thy hand be red

From Magenta's dead,
And riding on, in front of the troop,

In the dust of the whirlwind of war
Through the gate of the city of Milan, stoop
And take up the child to thy saddle-bow,
Nor fear the touch as soft as a flower of his smile

as clear as a star 1

Thou hast a right to the child, we say.
Since the women are weeping for joy as they
Who, by thy help and from this day,

Shall be happy mothers indeed.